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Introduction

What is a student creative magazine?
Looking at it somewhat objectively, most
likely another journalistic endeavor existing
for the sole purpose of maintaining a
well-rounded
publications
department.
Contrary to this, the Vehicle exists as a
separate entity not only demanding but also
providing a unique form of individuality
amid the unavoidable stagnation found in
our educational system.
Where exactly does the uniqueness and
individuality come in? As a student
operated,
organized,
and
financed
publication, it acts as an independent agent
encouraging and promoting self-expression.
This independence from the rigidities of
frequently encountered forced expression in
the classroom makes Vehicle valuable.

Jay S. Trost
Editor
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The same pain can recur so many times.
And fools say,
"I will not let this happen again."
It is the fools who are dragged
Again and Again.
I am one of these.
I'll say so now.
And I didn't come by it easily.
It took all the love and caring
I had
Within me
And that I gave out
So others would not suffer.
"What is a bit more pain to me,"
I scoffed.
Or so I thought.

by Verna L. Jones
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Fluttering furiously
the butterfly falls.
I ts wings are battered
from being a little boy's toy.
How was he to know,
the short time of pleasure
he received while it sat in his palmwould mean the freedom
felt by his friend
in flight?
The sorrow he feels
cannot heal,
so he takes his pretty friend
off the ground,
as tears drop on its wings,
gives it a flingTurns and runsTo escape the thingWhich he has done.

by Sarah Knobeloch
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He wanted to take the bikes;
But it's a hundred mile ride,
And I wasn't so sure.
But he was Daddy.
So smiling at the world,
We flowed into the interstate.
Pedaling along,
We sang songs that I wrote in my mind.
He was alive and even younger than me.
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I laughed at his skinny knees
Knocking at the handle bars,
As he raced to be first.
And we reached home
In less than an hour.
Out of breath.
In a hurry to hug my room
I parked my bike,
Forgetting where I had left him.
Then the sun broke out;
I opened my eyes
To see that he had gone.

by Linda Hake
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His love's a treasure
A star, never to be caught
But his heart longs still.

**
For what are space shots?
As creatures flee the fire
Do we flee the earth?

**
Always the calm and cool,
Always the mask of stoic
Does he feel nothing?

by Martha Mcintyre

t/Je
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by candy hoem

"7-:he train started with a jerk. It groaned at first-a groaning
Uthat grew into a steady rumbling as the train gathered
speed. Outside of the window, an angular and looming
Chicago sped past. The sun, reflecting in jagged window glass,
was just beginning to dissolve the gray, early-morning mist
that shrouded the city. Rosemary leaned forward to catch all
of it: the crumbling, red-brick tenements, laundry waving
from fire escapes, billboards promising tan bodies and a
night's entertainment, and strings of newly-built high rises
looking out of place amidst the rubble. It was summer. But
even at 8 a.m. there were people everywhere: boys shooting
baskets in parking lot courts, women leaning out of windows
to shout to children or passing neighbors, old men perched
on porches staring absently. She wanted to remember all of
it, to tuck it safely away in a vacant corner of her memory,
so she could draw it out again when she was alone,
surrounded by waving corn and empty open country, and
needed to see it again. But the throbbing, lifting feeling the
city had always shared with her had already slipped by. She
leaned back, slid her hips out to the edge of the seat, and
closed her eyes.
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Chicago wasn't really her home. She lived in a suburban
project. Her brick, evenly-rectangular, ranch house was set
indiscriminately among several hundred other brick, evenly
rectangular, ranch houses. She had her own room: the one
advantage of being the only girl in a family of boys. It was
small, but there was a lock on the door that kept everyone
out when she needed to be alone. She had decorated her
room with memories, most of them accumulated during her
first three years at college - a program from the Vienna Boys'
Choir Concert; a Christmas card from her first roommate; a
postcard postmarked Hawaii from her best friend in high
school who had gone there to college three years ago and
hadn't been heard from since; matchbook covers from all the
fine restaurants she had frequented over the past three years
(a collection of four); a racing form from a singularly rough
night at the track (they would have lost over a thousand
dollars if they had really placed all those bets they had
irnagined)-all framed by a shining chain of beer can fliptops.
She'd never been able to part with anything. She still kept
boxes of old birthday cards and every letter she had ever
received-some from people she would otherwise no longer
even remember.
The train slowed, passing through an almost deserted
farm town, then, seeming to reconsider, raced forward. For a
moment Rosie was caught up in the swaying, pounding,
pulling movement of the train that was drawing her nearer
and nearer to the small college town that had become her
home almost three years ago. For a moment panic gripped
her as she realized that nothing short of a train derailment
could stop her now. She had been so determined not to go
back. That's why she hadn't taken the train on Sunday like
she usually did. The morning train was worse, she realized
now, because the whole day stretched emptily before her.
If it hadn't been for Benjamin Johnson, her best friend,
she might still be home. She had been so close to Bennie for
almost two years. He knew everything about her: that once,
in third grade, she had stolen money from her teacher's desk
drawer; that rain and fall made her feel quiet and a little sad;
that for two full weeks, her freshman year in high school, she
had set her alarm clock for 2 a.m. and got up to write poetry,
thinking that that much dedication would have to be

12
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rewarded by inspiration; that if she had to die, she thought
an airplane crash would be the best way because flying
always seemed like a dream to her- anyway , just everything.
He was the first person she called when a fantastic idea for a
story popped into her head, or a sad movie and a couple of
beers depressed her. He always understood; sometimes before
she even understood herself.
It was Bennie who had introduced her to Chicago.
Together they had explored south State Street and Marina
Towers. They had window-shopped at Christmas time in the
Loop and had sought out dingy, spicy-smelling restaurants in
his now Mexican neighborhood. Last summer they had spent
hours on warm evenings watching Buckingham Foundtain
and sitting on the lakefront, dreaming of traveling through
Europe on motorcycles.
Bennie had dreams, too, just like her. One cool October
evening, several years before, they sat on the damp cement
steps that led up to her apartment. They had just slipped out
of the noisy, smoke-filled party in the apartment above. She
was huddled against the wooden railing, his green and black
checked woolen jacket pulled around her shoulders. He sat
forward on the stairs, his body tense and his eyes flickering,
"I've got to be something. Do you understand? I've got to."
She did understand. He had all the traditional reasons for
wanting to be successful: a broken home, no money, a rough
neighborhood to grow up in. But Rosemary in her
respectable suburban home brought up by equally
respectable parents had felt the same need to rise.
"It's something inside of you, isn't it." She looked at his
questioningly. "It's like you're drowning where you are.
Closed in or smothered. And right above you the sun is
shining. You can't settle for less." She had paused to slide
across the rough cement to be nearer to him. "You gotta try,
Bennie. You gotta go back to school and try."
The next February he want back to school. It was just a
small junior college in Chicago, but it was a beginning. When
he had needed her, she had been there to encourage him.
Now it was she that needed him.
Each week it was becoming harder to trade the secure
positive feeling she always felt with him for her unsteady
independence. She had done a painstakingly careful job of
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convincing him, as well as herself, that she loved everything
about school: every party, intellectual challenge, every
moment of freedom. She wrote him often, and if all her
letters didn't sparkle, she tried at least to keep them
contented. That morning, riding to the train, she stared at the
cars clustered around Ben's tan VW , squinting to hold back
the tears that insisted on filling her eyes. She never admitted,
even to herself, how much she missed Bennie when she was
away. It was almost as if not voicing it would somehow make
the parting more bearable. This time she had turned to him,
ready to confess everything, but stopped when she saw him.
He was staring forward, seemingly engrossed in the traffic.
His right cheek was sucked into his mouth, and he was
chewing on it silently. She reached down to squeeze his hand
that rested on her leg, and turned again to look out the
window. There was nothing to say.
"Want a beer?" A male voice interrupted Rosemary's
thoughts. Towering over her stood, a little unsteadily, a
lanky, sandy-haired boy, about her age, in an Air Force
uniform. His out-stretched hand offered a beer.
"No, thanks." She turned back to the window. It was
such open, flat, deserted land broken only by waves of corn
rolling in the wind, and an occasional farmhouse. "I wish
he'd go away," she thought to herself. A train, from the
opposite direction, rushed past. In the window, blocked from
the sun, she could see his reflection.
"Anybody sitting here?" he persisted. He was motioning
to the seat beside her. Rosemary shook her head and reached
for her traincase that filled the adjoining seat. Setting it on
her lap, she began rummaging through it, searching for the
novel she had begun reading several weeks before. She found
it wedged between a soft blue bottle of Woodbury hand and
body lotion and a miniature box of yellow-flowered kleenex.
She could feel him staring at her as she set the case on the
floor beneath her feet, found her page marked with a paper
clip, and began to read.
There was a pause. Then, "What're you readin'?"
"A book," she answered without looking up.
"Any good?"
She was loosing her patience. "It beats the hell out of
talking," was all she answered. "Look, forget it, OK? I was
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watching you when you got on in Chicago. You looked
lonely or somethin'. Like you were gonna cry, ya know?"
She was watching him now, and he looked embarrassed.
"Who isn't?" She shrugged. "Just thought you'd want to
talk. I was wrong, OK?" He reached for the bar on the seat in
front of him to pull himself up.
"Wait." He hesitated. "I, well, I'm sorry." Now it was
Rosemary's turn to look embarrassed. "Want to try again?"
He turned for a moment to study her face carefully,
looking for a trace of sarcasm. Then he relaxed, leaned back
into the seat, and smiled an answer to her question. "How
'bout a beer, now?"
She laughed and nodded. He sprang out of the seat, and
returned, ahnost magically, with another beer in hand. He
slipped his forefinger into the loop and tugged it open.
Rosemary reached out to grasp the cold, sweating can, and
raised it to her lips. Her lower lip burned against the sharp
coldness of the metal as her mouth filled with the tingling,
almost bitter liquid. She rested the dripping can on her
unread novel laying securely on her lap, to speak.
"Why'd you join the Air Force?"
He was slouched down, his left leg bent at the joint, his
left foot resting on his right knee. He had settled his beer on
his left shining shoe, still gripping it with his right hand. Now
he shrugged. "I knew I'd end up in something. Why not pick
my own weapon? It's better than marchin' in Nam." He
smirked. "At least this way I'll be flying over it. Not much
better, huh?"
She shook her head and took another sip. "Where're you
from?"
"Monterey, you know, in California. Right along the
ocean. God, it's beautiful up there. Ocean and rocks and
mountains. Everything you could ever want." He gestured
out the window, and continued. "I get so sick of flat, empty
land."
"Been home much?"
"Once, that was enough. I went back after my first year
away. The mountains and ocean are still there, but it isn't
home anymore. Know what I mean? I don't know if it was
them or me that had changed. I don't know. It just wasn't
the same. You're going to school, now, right? Don't you feel
'bout the same?"
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"I don't know," she said thoughtfully. She paused to
think, taking another sip of beer to give herself more time. "I
go home a lot. Almost every weekend, now. It never seems
much different to me. I always look forward to going home
on Friday, and I always hate to come back on Sunday."
"Why do you go home so much? A guy? Or can't you
tear yourself away from home?
"Little of both, I guess. More than that, though. I feel so
different at home. Important or secure or something. At
school I'm always so bogged down or held in. Something like
that. I really hate it."
The boy took a long drink from his beer and looked past
her to the window. He was watching the low, flat land unroll
before him. "It's harder that way," was all he said.
She leaned slightly forward, tilting her head a little to the
left, to block his vision to the window and stare at him face
on. "What do you mean?" she asked.
"I remember when I was a kid, at home. I was always
running into something or falling off of something. Mom was
always there to wash my cuts and cover them with
star-covered bandaids. Do you remember how it is to pull off
one? A bandaid?" He paused, while Rosemary nodded.
"Mom always said that if you pull it off slowly and carefully,
it hurts the whole time you're doing it. But if you jerk it
off-it just hurts a second."
"RANTOUL" the conductor shouted.
He rose to leave. "I never even got your name. What is
it?"
"Rosemary," she answered.
He smiled. "For remembrance, huh?" He answered her
puzzled look with, "Shakespeare." And started down the
aisle.
"What's yours?" she called after him.
"What's the difference?" was all he answered. In a
moment he was lost in a sea of uniforms. As the train pulled
out of the station, she saw him step back and wave. She
gestured with her empty beer can from the window.
"A bandaid. I'd never thought of that," she said softly to
herself, reaching down for her traincase. With it once again
on her lap, she unclicked the double hinges and slid the
empty beer can inside.
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by Melvin Zaloudek
Droplets blossomed into petals under
The nursing cold of Midnight,
Rewarding my wait of sleepless wonder.
Husky fragrance, in flight, leaped and twirled
Until cuddling low,
To delight the poised senses of the World.
0 resist I could not this wet delicious flower
Nor refrain from chasing
Or plucking and throwing, even at this late hour.
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by Karen Saxon
Once where flowers bloomed
Emptiness prevails;
No longer do the yellows and reds
Blind my eyesInstead only
darkness remains.
Quadrants of time elapse
While the greys insue -

y et a strand of the web
Still clings to me.
I shall wait Maybe someday ...
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He said, "No."
Just, "no."
Suddenly
Mere existence was a choking
and to be anywhere
was Nowhere.
Because I had cared.
"You're lovely,
and you tried.
I just can't ...
. . .Love you."
I would not cry.
Not then.

Spring, 1971
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But when?
When it should be over,
cry.
At a stumble in my way,
the singular in my oneness now half,
the lump in my day,
the lost ever,
the now, never.
"No."
Ends the roller-coaster ride.
Who,
Who is there?
To comfort,
... and to comfort
... me?

by Cecily Hawthorne
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T raidling Cards
by William R. Probeck
A friend sent
in an envelope
a question
spelled
J-E-S-U-S

"do you dig?"
I wrote back

J-E-S-U-S

the baseball player
who hits
"do you swing?"
I guess I did him wrong.

But in a week
I got another letter back

with this Jesus fellow's
picture on a baseball card.
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by Sam Straka

Fumbling furiously through
phrases written by other
poets
I pause

close the book
bite my tongue scream
slam my palm on the desk
and rise to the top
of that agitated gesture
undress, swoop into bed
and find my unwritten poem
lying furiously fast asleep
beside me.
I reach to enclose the phrase

we make.
And he creates a parenthesis.

Spring, 1971
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For the world at a lonely hour
May bring you away
To a new strength
Which the light of the past
Can't provideNever turn behind when it's
Too misty to see beyondRest alone and accept
What is meant for you;
And smile to yourself
And believe in the smile-

by Kristine Kirkham
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by Ken Brewer

Sleepless nights on the golden plain
When morning comes
It's gonna pour down rain
When the evening comes
Your gonna weep and moan
But in between you're on your own
Windy days on a sky blue sea
You can grab and grind for the golden Key
Or weep and moan, and beg and plead
Or turn your eyes
from the blinding speed
But you'll spend some sleepless nights
And some weary days
Following each other in strange arrays
Of blacks and greens and violet greys
And serious thoughts that pass away

Spring, 1971
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by Martha Mcintyre

Don't talk to me of enduring.
Don't talk of what will be tomorrow.
Let me be here, beside you, for just tonight.
And if tonight is repeated a thousand times,
Don't talk of someday.
Whenever I talk of Someday
I get lost in someday
And when I come back to today
I find my whole world fallen.
The someday's are shattered
too often by parted paths.
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The editors and editorial board of the
Vehicle wish to thank all the individuals
who have contributed material for this
issue. We continue to urge all students to
submit any type of creative material to
Vehicle, Pemberton Hall basement.
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